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halfpenny Down. When I was lecturing in London in
1921 I mentioned to E. V. Lucas, the famous humorist
(also one of the great authorities on cricket) this family
connection and the old score sheets at Bury Lodge. I
found that he at once regarded me with a sort of reverence.
Nothing would do him but we must drive down to Hamp-
shire to look at them. This we did, Lucas supplying the
car while I felt that my presence with him was com-
pensation enough. The house was shut up, as the Butlers
were in London, but a housekeeper showed us the scores,
and then we drove up to Broadhalfpenny Down and
stood there in the wind, well, just as people stand on the
ruins of Carthage. After that we went down into
Hambledown village and to the cc pub," where I had
all that peculiar gratification that goes with " the return
of the native." There were several old men round and
it was astonishing what they could remember over a pint
of beer, and still more over a quart. I had been away
from Hambledon for nearly fifty years, so it enabled one
to play the part of Rip Van Winkle. I didn't mention
that I had only been there once before, for ten minutes,
as a child of six.

Generally the return of the native to his native town
(for its old home week or for what not) is apt to be spoiled
by the fact that after all he hasn't been away long enough,
only ten or a dozen years at most. So when he says,
" What's become of the queer old cuss who used to keep
the drugstore ? When did he die ? " they answer in
chorus, "He's not dead. He's right there still." In
such circumstances never say that you'd give ten dollars
to see So-and-so again, or they'll go and bring him.

As I say, my grandfather needed all the Isle of Wight
to himself and so when my father married my mother,
whose name was Agnes Butler, daughter of the Reverend
Stephen Butler, they were promptly sent put to South
Africa. That was in 1866-67, long before the days of